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yat makes forse fore to grone.
But nearer hence this token corns,

from out the Dongeon deepe,
Where neuer Plutto yet dyd raygne

nor Proferpyne dyd fleepe.
Wheras thy faithful Seniaunt Hues.

whom duetie moues aryght,
To wayle that he fo long doth lacke,

his owne deare Mayflres fyght

C Out of an olde Poet.

?Ye Fye, I lothe

t to fpeake wylt thou my lull,

^Compell me nowe,
to doo fo foule an acte.
Nay rather God
with Flame confume to dull.
My carryon vyle,
then I perfourme this facte
Let rather thoughtes,
that long, haue weryed me:
Or fycknes fuche
as Fan eye fonde hath brought,
0 gapyng Hell,
dryne me now downe to the,
Let boylyng fyghes,
confume me all to nought.

mufynge as I lat,
and Candle burnynge bye,
'When all were huiht I myght difcern

a fyrnple felye Flye.
{[ That flewe before myne eyes,

with free reioyfynge Hart,
And here and there, with wings did play
as voyde of payne and fmart,

